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Summary 


Aleksander's POV in Episode 5, Show Me Who You Are, during the kiss scenes. 


Notes 


I just Do Not Get the interpretations of him as an uwu soft boy simp for Alina, man's a 
complete and utter control freak who is manipulating her to me lol 

Anyway have fun with this bastard man getting thrown off his groove because Alina made 
some First Moves and he's not into that 


Gifted to the sweetheart who said v nice things to me on the last one and motivated me to 
actually post this <3 Thank you so much Ily 


See the end of the work for more notes 


First Kiss 


Hearing movement in the war room, Aleksander sets his tea aside. "Ivan! My kefta!" 


But when he turns around, it's her. Standing there in her robe, holding his kefta in her hands. 
Alina, in his room, uninvited, standing there-- 


It takes him a beat to re-calibrate. His hackles are up, caught somewhere between defensive 
and trying to ease into the persona she likes him most as. "You're not Ivan." His tone still 
leans accusatory when he tries for playful, damnit. 


She looks away for a moment, laugh in her voice. "Sorry to disappoint." 


Taking a half-step back, he manages to school himself into something a little less cornered, a 
ghost of a smile on his lips. "Do I sense a little disdain for my Heartrender?" He glances 
away, finally finding casual. "You know, once you get to know him, he's actually quite 
funny..." 


"I bet you find volcra hilarious." Her amusement allows him to calm further, evidently she 
hadn't picked up on the state she put him in for a moment. He smiles, hoping he can get her 
out of his room sooner rather than later. She gestures with his kefta. "May I?" 


Saints. He grits his teeth. "Thank you." Turning his back on her allows him the brief moment 
he needs, a flicker of a scowl across his features as she helps him into it. "I hear you were 
able to focus and split light without the gloves." 


"I appreciate the gesture." 


As he turns back to her, he adjusts his expression to something of less malice. "Well, they 
were only a safeguard, really. In case of nerves." She's too close, right there in front of him 
and not stepping back, looking up at him, taking a shuddering breath like she's just as 
affected as he by their nearness in an entirely opposite way. "I imagine there are few 
gatherings in Keramzin that involve such...spectacle." He offers her another smile, needing 
more than anything for her to get back so he can get his hands on the reins once more. She's 
unsteadied him and he knows that it's showing, none of the ease he usually keeps with her 
falling naturally into place. 


"None, in fact." She almost laughs, but her expression looks almost pained for a heartbeat 
and it clicks. He sees the rapid up and down of her eyes, the way she almost sways nearer, 
then tears herself away to walk back out into the war room. "But I'm actually not that 
nervous." 


She's a little ahead of schedule, but she's falling for him. Hard and fast. 
How adorable. 


"I may have considered throwing myself down the stairs to get out of it once or twice..." 


He follows her out, finally feeling like he's on solid ground again. "Wouldn't work. I have 
Healers." She matches his smile and laughs, then falls quiet again. Clearly uneasy, despite her 
words. He watches her carefully. 


"I was...nervous, at first." Glancing back at him, she takes a breath to steady herself. "But, 
talking to Genya, I've realized what this demonstration represents." 


She and Genya are close now, apparently. Look at that. Is his Sun Summoner finally coming 
out of her shell, making friends? 


Letting her guard down even further? 


He's calculated how work this angle now, leans back against the desk to invite her to relax, is 
so very particular about his openness and ease. Needs her to feel like she can keep opening 
up to him here. 


"I've always felt like an outsider. Especially when I first got here." She looks at him again, 
and he ensures his expression is a little less scrutinizing. "But now I finally feel like I belong. 
And not just that I belong here," she looks away again, restless with emotion. "But to 
something greater." 


Something...greater? 
"That we can offer Grisha and Ravkans hope for the future." 


Oh. Look at her, coming around all on her own. She's on his side, understands where he's 
coming from. It makes him pause. A flicker of almost-guilt for leading her on, a flicker of 
hope, that perhaps... Perhaps he doesn't need to mislead her like this. 


"That means a lot to me, Alina." He doesn't have some perfect response to pull her strings 
just right, all he has is genuine feeling, so he speaks slowly, carefully. 


Perhaps they could be equals. 
She spins around to face him once more, surprise in her delicate features. 


"You mean a lot..." He hesitates, watching the way she looks at her palm, where there used to 
sit a jagged scar. "To everyone." 


She closes the distance in a few short steps, and before he can decide if now is the time to 
kiss her-- 


She makes the first move. 


For the space between a heartbeat, he thinks it might be alright, they can be equals, but no, 
no, nonono. He's careful to keep his expression from giving his unease away, but he keeps his 
hands on the desk to stop himself from pushing her back, all tense like a drawn bowstring, 
and when she pulls back to catch her breath he pushes himself up to his full height. Needs to 
know he's still holding the reins. 


Needs to ensure she knows they are anything but equal. 


Looking down at her again helps settle his nerves, and he forces a flickering smile. "Not 
many people surprise me, Miss Starkov." And he means it, but she has no idea just how 
much, in what ways, she smiles and laughs and thank the Saints, an attendant chooses that 
moment to step into the war room unannounced. 


It is a comfort to slip back into the cold General Kirigan, step away from Alina's friend and 
mentor and, perhaps, lover. It gives him something easy to hold onto, no more masks of easy 
grins and soft looks. 

It's the only time he can ever allow himself the disdain he feels for half the people he talks to. 


Aloof and distant, military posture kicking in like second nature with a sigh of relief. 


"Excuse me, General." 


Second Kiss 


Chapter Notes 


I hatelove this manipulative little fuck 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


The tracker, Mal, had ruffled Aleksander's feathers more than he cared to admit, unused to 
people denying him, fear and respect and lust more often than not bending others to his will 
with little more than words, but it was no matter. 


Blue irises were an easy find, and they'd make her a little easier to lure if he was right. 
He rounds the corner and sees her, down the hall with a pair of oprichniki-- 
Two faces he does not recognize. 


He picked each member of the guard stationed here tonight by hand, ensuring there would be 
no rookie mistakes if his Sun Summoner's life were to be in danger. Only those most 
experienced oprichniki were assigned to the Little Palace on nights like these. More than that, 
no oprichnik he wasn't deeply familiar with and wouldn't trust with his own life was ordered 
to escort her anywhere. 


He'd have to have Ivan investigate as soon as possible. 

But, at the very least, she'd be with him. 

Safe. 

Safe, from anyone or anything but him. 

Precisely how he wanted her. His to protect. His to break, when the time came. 


"Thank you. I'll take her from here." He only glances at the fake guards, careful not to let his 
suspicion show on his face, then turns his attention to the subject of his most recent thoughts. 
Offers her the flowers and watches as her face lights up. "For you." 


She slides her arm around his, nose buried in the irises, and follows him down the hall. 


Mal earned his chance to see her. When, of course, was dependent upon how soon Alina was 
his. He's a man of his word, but his word was vague enough to give him time. Later. 


"You seem to be enjoying the festivities," he says, leading her away from the dining hall and 
instead toward his rooms. She doesn't even seem to notice at first, enraptured by the flowers. 


"Well, it's definitely nothing like anything we had in Keramzin. The nobles are still a bit 
much for me, but the demonstrations were fantastic, and I always love getting to spend time 
with Genya and Nadia, Marie, Fedyor, you." She blushes, looking off to the left like she 
hopes he won't notice. "Are you? Enjoying yourself?" 


"Right now? Immensely." The pink across her cheeks darkens, and oh, were he the man he 
was in his youth, his true youth, he might be charmed by how beautiful she is. He laughs, low 
and warm and fond, and she glances up at him through dark lashes at the rare sound. "But, in 
all honesty, I have a...let's call it distaste for such events." 


"Don't like being social?" she teases, pulling him closer. 


"Contrary to popular belief, I actually do enjoy being social. Sadly, these types of gatherings 
are far more politicking than socializing for me. I find I have a much better time without the 
nobles or the royals. Just the two of us." Pushing the door to the war room open, he watches 
her as she walks in. The interest in his gaze is genuine, should she notice it, but it is so much 
more strategic than it is romantic or carnal. 


The click of the door shutting at his back is loud in the following silence. 


"I...don't recall this being part of the schedule." She makes her way across to the other side of 
the table, fidgeting with the stems in her hands like she's nervous. 


"It isn't." Lamplight floods the room, warm where it glints off the embroidery of her kefta, 
the gold across her eyelids. It reminds him of her sunlight, that which he really lusts for, her 
power, his to control. 


She breathes in the perfume of the irises one last time before she sets them aside, turning her 
back on him almost shyly. 


"Perhaps you'd prefer to attend the dinner?" He rounds the table after her, but she won't look 
at him. She was so full of surprises earlier in the day, and yet here she is, flustered when he 
returns the favor. 


"Marie can manage." 
"By herself?" 
"She has Genya." 


"Ah. Well..." He stands beside her, waiting. He can't make his move too early for fear of 
frightening her off, can't wait too long and miss his chance or, worse, have a repeat of the 
fiasco that was their earlier kiss. "Then, um..." He's never sounded so unsure of his words in 
his life, never had use of filler words, but she likes him best when he seems human, 
uncertain. She finally looks at him, and he turns toward her, steps closer. "I suppose 
she'll...probably be alright." This close, breathing the same air, she smiles when she meets his 
gaze. "Don't you think?" 


He looks down at her lips, back at her eyes, down again, desire to kiss her evident in 
everything about him now but so entirely fabricated, and she's eating it up. Blush high across 
her cheeks, smiling fond until her eyes slip closed, swaying ever so slightly nearer him. 


He closes the distance, hands finding her waist, quick to tilt her back, keep her there as much 
as he can as she slides her fingers through his hair. 


Wants her as off-balance as she had him earlier this morning. 


Playing at want, at hunger, at /ust is easy for him, he's spent years practicing, on Zoya, Ivan, 
all his closest confidants after he returned from the creation of the Fold. He's played and won 
this game so many times he's lost count, the easiest way to trust being through intimacy when 
one looks like he does, learned how hands wander during fervent kisses as he sets her atop 
the table, slides a hand up her thigh-- 


He pauses, hints at hesitation. "Are you sure?" 
Human. Uncertain. 


A smile flickers across her kiss-bruised lips as she nods, tightens her grip on the collar of his 
kefta to try and pull him closer. Even now he won't let her control him, waiting another 
heartbeat before he leans in again, feigned fire renewed-- 


She stills when there's a knock at the door and he does the same. Damn. It has to be Ivan, no 
one else knows where they are, and if it's important enough to interrupt them... 


He parodies sheepish embarrassment as they laugh, ducking his head. 


Leans in to kiss her again before he lets her off the table and backs away, wants to cement the 
idea that his restraint is fraying. 


When he opens the door, Ivan's face is grave. 
"What is it?" 


"Marie and Genya were attacked in the fitting room. Alina was the target." The mask slips 
away at his words, and he glances back out of instinct to ensure she's still in the room. "We 
have a suspect in custody." 


"Wait here." It takes more effort than he'd care to admit to imitate ease with fury humming 
hot in his veins, but he manages, crossing back to Alina. Posture relaxed, a half-smile on his 
lips as she turns to meet him. 


"Is something wrong?" Worry colors her voice, fingers curled around the collar of her kefta to 
pull it tighter around her. 


"It's nothing. I'll leave my guards outside until I return." She seems to settle when he sets his 
palms to her waist again. 


"I'll be waiting," she breathes, smile flashing across her lips for a moment. 


He raises a hand to her cheek before pulling away, then plays at changing his mind and 
returning for a final kiss to drive home how much he must want her, in the hopes it will keep 
her anxious for his return instead of what business pulled him away from her. 


Once he's pulled every ounce of valuable info from this would-be assassin and snuffed their 
life out for crossing him, then set Ivan to the task of determining if those two strangers in 
oprichnik uniforms had anything to do with this, he intends to take his Sun Summoner so 
thoroughly apart she forgets everything that isn't him, most especially the tracker, and he can 
insinuate himself so seamlessly as the only person she needs that she doesn't stray from him 
even when her little otkazat'sya companion is standing right in front of her. 


Chapter End Notes 


YES I implied that Aleksander seduced Ivan into his service at some point, he’s pretty 
and you know damn well he’d Use being pretty as often as he can. I might even have 
Plans for a story about that too 


End Notes 


You can find me over on Tumblr at menage-gay-trois where I would love to scream with you 
about this terrible man 


but it's opt-in, as is literally everything else, so you won't be spammed with a bunch of 
notifications unless you so choose, I promise <3 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


